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Viribus hic opert non eft, hic utilis annis, . 
Do fine efſetlu prurit uterque labor: 
Supplex illa rogat pro ſe, miſeriſque duobus, | 

Hunc juvenem ſacias, hunc Cytherea virum. 
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I FAIL, angry Maid! — at Sight of this don't frown, 
H But read it thro' — before you throw it down: 

Could I in Ovid's Vein theſe Lines indite, 

(But Ovid cou'd do ſomething more than write) 

I'd ſay ſuch Things, — (the All that I can do,) 

As ſure wou'd ſplit that pretty Heart in two. 

Wherein did I offend? — alas! —I own 

There is a Crime i in having nothing done: 

How ſhall I calm this Tempeſt in your Mind ? 

Or by your decent Rage my Error find ? 

From = ar free, let” $ s cooly ſtate the cage, 


My Lips W cha never touch'd my Heart, 


__ 


Your Vengeance on the faulty — — : 


My Flames and Dart arc nothihg all but Ait; S 
Love I may feign ; — but can't go chro' the Pur: 
"Tis but a Blaze, which does to Nothing turn, q 

It Glow:Worm-like may ſhine, — but cannot bura ; . 
Our chat f Endearments otHer Breaſts ; may warm; 

But ſure *twixt you and T, Ton they mean no Harm. 

Tho” on the Stage the Lover's Part I top, 


All my Intrigues muſt with the Curtain drop; f\ \ 
TheG.rt...d Kn... t, who doats on thoſe ig — 


And from the World Jocks up thy Virgin Prize; 'S. 
Will own, (when Paſſion docs not rule the r ') 1 1 1 


In vain your Virtue does my Vigour fear. 


=T 


It ſomething more expreſſive 3 you 22 


18. i 1 


And think I treat you with a cold N eglect, 
I can't advance one Inch — beyond Reſpe x 9. : . 
What to your Charms is is Je, — wou 'J (al cou'd FR | 


l f 1 LI | " Der. ) B el 9197 T 
But too — too late [gh or what we want : 


455 ni DA zich mlg 1 IIa 
My Childhood robb d me 0! che Means to pleaſ * 
T1 Vim 986/71 0b 10 yd 16 


robh! 0 
My utmoſt Len ot1 Love An only teale ; 


a JI 1 { 1. { 4 
Why ſhould you ea 105 but = * 
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11 

Dear Liſper, tell me, pray, — am I to blame, 
If Art defac'd Dame Nature's perfect Frame ? 
 Unknowing then, — I find now to my Coſt, 
From your Reſentment, what it is I've loſt: 
Let your known Prudence cure this ilplac'd Love, 
And from the Ruins of a Man remove: 
Who near a ſtately Spire wou'd dare to ſtay, 
When its Foundation Stones are ſtole away ? 


If on this fatal Paſſion you reflect, 
From two ſuch Lovers, what can you expect? 
With Age and Impotence in either Hand; 
Your Sex demands Supporters — that can ſtand. 
I'll touch your Pulſe, — the utmoſt that I can — 
If you hope more — you have miſtook your Man. 
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